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"People are always bothering my husband/* Mrs.
Leonidas confided, "either to buy a story which
would make, of course, a wonderful film, or to give
a talented son or daughter or perhaps themselves a
chance in one of their own films. He finds it some-
times a little fatiguing/*
"Quite so," Woodley assented vaguely, his knowl-
ledge of the ins and outs of the film business being
slight. "I gather that you do not wish to be in Nice
itself."
"That's the idea," Mr. Leonidas agreed, twirling
his black moustache. "Fm not too fond of the sea,
either. Bit of rheumatism, you know," he added,
smacking his thigh. "About thirty kilometres or so
would be a reasonable distance."
Wbodley stroked his chin.
"Well, things are a little upset there just now,"
he remarked, "but Lady Grassleyes* bungalows are
very popular when there is one to let."
Mrs. Leonidas nodded approval.
"I have heard of them, my dear," she told her
husband. "Miriam di Mendoza is staying at one
with her young sister. A very sad thing about Lady
Grassleyes. Will they carry on the place, do you
suppose?"
"Ill have a word with Mr. Spenser, if you will
allow me, madam," Woodley suggested.
He slipped away through that inner door into his
employer's room. Spenser, who had a slight scar on
his cheek and was not looking particularly well that
day, glanced up impatiently at his coming.
"More people for Grassleyes, Mr. Spenser/*